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Husband: The Spell

The NEW M E X leo QUA R T E RL Y
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Luncheons, dinners and. teas are being given for her in be-.
tween confer.ences with her publish~rs, final arrangements
for the GU)atemala trip, press interviews, and a ~ight 'to
Washington for an interview with Mrs. Roosevelt concerning the Quarto Centennial. New Mexico is proud of Erna
I know" ... and we are. You should have heard the speeches
at a farewell dinner given here in her honor a few weeks
ago ... The QUARTERLY joins the press throughout the state
in 'congratulating Governor Miles on the reappointment of
G~orge Fitzpatrick as editor of the New Mexico Highway
Magazine. It was a tribute to ability and merit.
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la vista,
JULIA KELEHER.

The Spell

c

By JOHN DILLON HUSBAND
I

We have been flying before this windy weather
For a longer time than either can recall.
There has been nothing to see but stars in water,
Nothing to drink, but sea-water brackish as gall.
This, since the albatross fell, widEf-winged and white;
Since the sun died out, and we found ourselves bewitched,
Since prayer died on the lips, lodged in the throat,
And the air in the feathers stirred, and the great wings
twitched.
The island was holly-green and berry-bright ...
. We saw the water curl in the cool bayou,
.
And the land air came upon us loamy and sweet,
And we saw the water falling, be~yl-blue ...
It was only then I saw your throat was silver,

And the shout I gave was a keening, Ipnely cry,
And the wind came under my wings !fis hot as fever
And we both flew up with a scream against the sky..
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